Those Quarrelsome Bonapartes
Still, it was as Aunt Fanny had foreseen. On the fol-
lowing day she sent him into transports of delight. He
embraced her, covered once more her hands with kisses,
until she drew back in fright, sank on the couch, in grace-
ful posture, for all her distress. At once he heaped re-
proaches on himself, fell on his knees beside her, begged
for forgiveness, then jumped to his feet and wildly paced
the apartment.
"The fears will fly, once we are married. Come, my
adored one, we will go to the notary at once!"
They did not go at once, though they paid a prelimi-
nary visit to the lawyer's, where Josephine, thinking the
door was shut and her lover outside, womanlike, consulted
the old advocate about the match.
"Comment diable!" exclaimed this survivor of the old
regime; "better marry a shopkeeper!"
The door was ajar, and Napoleon smiled.
"I must take note of his name. Some day there will
come an event of importance, and I shall give him a
front seat.55 . . . He did, some years after, at Notre
Dame.
It was in March, ?96, that they finally got around to
the marriage contract, which was duly signed, sealed, and
delivered, in this same dusty office and in the presence of
the lawyer, one friend, a maid, and an aide-de-camp.
Barras and Tallien also happened in, over Napoleon's
protest. Josephine had insisted on their presence, with a
somewhat whiter face than usual. "He is a member of
the Directory," she said, "and powerful. Not to ask him
will hurt your prospects. If you refuse I shall invite him
for you." It was the only fly in the ointment, and this he
soon forgot.
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